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peaceful, and, looking towards the many graceful
arches of the once famous walk, the scene resembles
an elaborate piece of stage scenery* The roof of
the walk has long since vanished, removed by the
order of a Grand Master, for it was here that
naughty, rebellious, and passionate Knights used
to gather and plot, hatching most vile schemes*
Without a roof it was then possible to see, from a
near-by point of vantage, who frequented this place
of suspicion* The lack of cover also discouraged
would-be plotters, for there was now no shade in
summer and no shelter in winter*
The outer edges of these arches are dose to
the lip of the great bastions and ramparts which
line the Grand Harbour* We cross over and lean
on the railing, and are spell-bound by the beauty
and splendour of the scene spread out below* The
whole stretch of the most romantic harbour in the
world lies before us, an etching by Nature in her
most inspired mood*
Far below, on the stippled water, sit the great
sable battleships and lean cruisers, all of which are
lit by a hundred eyes* Directly opposite to where
we stand, squatting like some gigantic toad, is the
famous Fort of St* Angelo, a symphony in black-
and-white, whose vast ramparts rise* tier by tier,
from the water, to dose in upon the tiny church of
St* Anne which crowns the top* Behind the fort*